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of the afternoon (a time of day when there is never
much to do), and talk about "electrics" and "sets" for
New York. If you are an author, nothing happens but
a specimen page and then some miserable proofs. The
dramatist's wife was there too, examining costumes
and carrying a notebook and borrowing pencils and
hurrying from the stalls to the stage and then back to
the stalls again, thoroughly enjoying herself. An
author's wife has no fun and fuss of this kind. All
she can do is to sit at home, trying to work out the
royalty payable on a sale of 1,754 copies, thirteen
reckoned as twelve, and including 135 sold to the
Colonies; in other words, virtually given away.

The three men in shirt sleeves decided that they
had played long enough with the red and gold window
curtains, took them away, and returned with some
grey and purple ones. Immediately a young man
whom I had hardly noticed at all burst into speech
from the row in front of us. He was a young man with
a noble forehead and a very short pipe, and he was
almost passionate on the subject of pelmets. The
three men in shirt sleeves never even looked up from
their curtains, but a man with eyeglasses, who had
been bustling vaguely about the stage for some time,
stopped for a moment and nodded. The young man
with the very short pipe then sank back into his seat
again, and, I trust, forgot about pelmets.

Then a row of little black boxes came wobbling into
view at the top of the stage. They seemed to be very
uncertain things. First they came down several feet,